heartfelt excitement, she kissed Kranidb on his hot
cheeks—at which the others applauded.
Suddenly Rainer began to speak, down there on the
slanting floor, and he accompanied his words with a few
inconsequent chords plucked softly with his left hand
from the strings of his lute.
" No," he said, " I do not believe it. I do not believe
that it is a festival to be alive, I cannot make myself
believe it. It is not by my own wish that I live—no,
certainly not. We are forcibly planted down in life, as in
a cage, a prison, a narrow, dark pit, through which we
must wend our way. We exist—and we have to accept
this fact in a world of limited physical existence. It has
always seemed like a pit to me. Even when I was a child
I saw it like that. Once I went through a tunnel—I may
have been five years old—it was dark, rumbling and full
of thick smoke, and I suffered from an unspeakable fear
and horror. It was interminable. I felt sick, almost faint
But quite suddenly the tunnel came to an end, and it was
all over. The fear and horror had been endured, and were
behind me. The sun was shining and a flock of Ettle
sheep was being turned into a meadow to graze. That is
what Life is like. We have to go through it, and quite
suddenly we have passed it. But a festival—oh, no I
And how anyone who has won through to the great
gateway, beyond which all is peace, Kranich—and can
men turn back, I fail to understand. But there will
always be people for Life and against Life. To some it
is sacred to thek innermost souls, and to others it is
death. I am one of those others—I do not say so, because
I am unhappy; it is not so simple as that, for I am happy.
I am happy," he said, reaching behind him to Helene,
" but for all my happiness I say * no> to life. It is only
a transition, a mistake—the real thing comes afterwards.
That is my view—and it is hardly one that we can toast."
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